THE    MEMOIRS    OF
stock. The woman soon noticed this thinning of her flock,
and for want of any other explanation, straightly charged her
Government men with stealing them. One night, just as
Rashleigh had finished boiling two young ducklings, he
looked from the pot and saw his task-mistress on her way to
the hut. He managed to snatch the birds out of the water
and secrete them in a hole in the floor which he had dug in
anticipation of just such an emergency, when in she came,
red with anger at the appetizing smell which all his quick-
ness had been unable to cope with. She accused him of steal-
ing the birds in language which shocked even his hardened
ears, but he answered by inviting her to search the hut. She
did so, but failed to find any trace of the ducks, except the
steaming water in the pot in which they had been boiled.
She went back to the house fuming with rage at having been
checkmated, and vowing that she would nail the crime on to
him yet.
Thereafter Rashleigh abandoned the hut as a cookhouse,
but continued to purloin birds whenever he could safely
trap them, resorting to the bushman's method of cooking.
He lighted fires in secluded parts of the bush, and, after they
had burned down to a red glow, enveloped the birds in
tempered clay, without removing the feathers or entrails,
covering the whole mass with hot ashes, and leaving it until
the casing had hardened, by which time the food was done
to a turn. On opening birds cooked in this fashion, the
entrails fall out in a lump, leaving the flesh clean and whole-
some.
He was stealing the fowls with the carelessness of despera-
tion, content to take the risks so long as he managed to get
enough to eat, and recked nothing of the scowls of Mrs.
Arlack as she watched her poultry diminishing. He had
come to that state of irrind common to every convict whose
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